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as in its English original. There were the same silk-
hatted equerries riding by the side of the Emperor,
the same silk-stockinged footmen seated at the back
of the carriage and the same wigged coachman in
front. This appeared to me all the more ludicrous
when I considered that but a few hours ago the
Mikado might have been seen squatted on the floor
deeply engrossed in the elaborate ritual of invoking
the manes of his ancestors, including his famous
ancestor Tenno Jimmu who died according to
Japanese chronicles more than 2000 years ago. I
soon had occasion to see more of this debasing imita-
tion when as I was having my luncheon at the station
buffet in came a troupe of men in silk hats and frock-
coats who had evidently been receiving the Emperor
an hour before. A set of gentlemen so unkempt, so
carelessly dressed and looking in a word so very un-
presentable I had hardly ever come across. And the
marvel of marvels was that with all their belief in
the celestial ancestry of their Emperor they should
have thought nothing of making their appearance
before him in the garments they had on them! Even
when the Japanese are dressed in well-made clothes,
men of their size and build could never be expected
to look well in tail-coat and tall hat; when indif-
ferently dressed, they are apt to look ridiculous and
almost disreputable. They cut a still more ridiculous
figure in their uniforms; the infantry officers speci-
ally so, with their bunch of feathers standing a foot
high over the peak of their caps. The mass of the
people on the other hand make quite a pleasing sight
in their national kimono which without doubt is the